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for the rogues. Yet in the other work Rowlands had the assur-
ance to call Dekker over the coals for his thefts from Harman's
Caveet, with serene disregard for his own larcenies. He tactfully
ignores Dekker's raids upon two more recent authois—Gieene
and himself—that would have provoked a dangerous retort. The
work is neither a single story nor a collection of cony-catching
stones, but a fabulous chronicle of English vagabondage and
roguery from Jack Cade to Cocke Loiell—that is, from the time
of Henry VI. to the twenty-sixth year of Henry VIII., " gathered
out of the Chronicle of Crackeropes," with an account of the
gipsies and their language. Rowlands inserts a map of the land
of roguery, drawn in a fanciful style, to illustrate the allegorical
introduction to the chronicle. He may also be the author of
another tract, furnished with anecdotes of the usual type, The
Art of Jughng or Legerdemains (1612), unmasking the wiles of
conjurers and gamesters.1
Nicholas Breton, the poet (c. 1545-^.1626), Gascoigne's step- Nicholas
son, who dabbled in all the fashionable modes of verse and prose, Breton's
apprenticed himself for a while to Greene, and in his first sft°
story, The Miseries of Muvillia ; the most unfortunate Ladie that
ever lived (1596), attempted something betwixt and between
Greene's romantic tales and the later portrayals of low life. He
came down badly between the two stools. Mavillia tells her
plaintive story in five chapters, entitled after her five miseries.
Turned adrift as a child of four or five, through the sack of the
town where she lived and the slaughter of her parents, she seems
doomed to misfortune. The young page to whom she is given in
charge by a friendly officer is wounded to death in killing a savage
boar ; and though a shepherd takes her home his vixen of a wife
makes her a drudge, and defrauds her of her money. Then she is
accused of stealing, and is about to be convicted, when the real
culprits—there are three of them implicated in varying degrees—
one after another confess the crime and beg for her acquittal.
Breton seizes the occasion for a display of sentimental heroics.
Mavillia is released, and being now in the flower of her youth and
beauty is wooed by an aged lecher, whom she sketches with the
merciless pen of a Smollett:
1 Chandler thinks so (see Chandler, 104).

